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In that wine-hall aforetime the fell death had
gotten

Of the folk of the Danes; but the Lord to them
gave it,

To the folk of the Weders, the web of war-
speeding,

Help fair and good comfort, e'en so that their
foeman

Through the craft of one man all they over-
came,

By the self-might of one. So is manifest
truth                                                               700

That God the Almighty the kindred of men

Hath wielded wide ever. Now by wan night
there came,

There strode in the shade-goer; slept there the
shooters,

They who that horn-house should be a-holding,

All men but one man: to men was that
known,

That them indeed might not, since will'd not the
Maker,

The scather unceasing drag off 'neath the
shadow;

But he ever watching in wrath 'gainst the wroth
one

Mood-swollen abided the battle-mote ever.